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The jinn 


They came to me in liny basis. 

They land quickly, their hands and I'cct dancing. 

They open my mouth, pour the elixir of eternity in. 

They line my hands with breezes, they wfcisper 
inln my ears, 1 hear ecstatic horses neighing, 

They ruck land for me in the oil of patience, 
iriy tongue lastcs I he salt of the age*. 

They Kt™ke my fingers and torn my wedding ring 
seven time's.. Hiigh mi a lull, a sltrpherd 
with his ivonJly herd waves in me. r l Irey OOTne to me 
wearing horses' hooves, ready to jump over hurdles. 

The elders whrtae ha An ha and tumble into the ancestors' we]], 
■['hey came lo me riding cm words I hat hav!' lost 
i heir meanings. They wrap commas arcuiiid ihcir waists 
and rock. They conic to me moaning jwiuunnim, 
bleeding little (lots olVs on the waters. 

They spy on tny dreams, Lind then enter them. 

1 hear a river running under my feet, 
l foresee the stories <tf lt»C coming night. 

They Steal my one secret and hang it high 
in „c lilt le bind’s nest. My pones hr ink open 
and algae- liluurll on my skin, They crime to me, 
we go down togclher Lu the center oT earLh 
where volcanoes merge with green waters. 

When wv return to the surface, the birds hast? losL 
llieir minds arid drizzle soft feathers on our IwudS- 
They come to mi- and rain stops repeating itself, 
pulses beat » dm't. They come- to me unraveling 
ihc ropes of desire, desire flowing to a moon 
that melts in melodious chants. When they cuttle, 
a red wolf blinks al me, we vis.il my grandmother 
together, and from her heirnl balcony wc watc]i 
the pasSCiraby, we kindle a medieval lamp 
that sputter* history, we whirl wiLh I lie dervishes 
until dusk. They come to rtre, and throw fish bones 
into the water of life, (j cavity overcomes me, 
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[ fall downward, into a deep pil. Death viMtfi 
swmty lsi drc swelling circular (urmStJifa pear, 

I smell day ready (O be fired, to tak c. human shape. 
I at Lend the gods 1 cenemony as they create a lotus 
out of tb*" sleeping sea. ] want to HcCj 
hut my bones crank* and Death comes for me, 

I am turning* turning into the silence. 

Like a, desert dial knot's nothing but LipeLf. 


Irsmiltileti Cait Afa&r mth the authofr 
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i Hear My Ink Spill 


When the spirit called 

1 descended, 

The light Clii beriit^ 

My oil-lamp dying, 

While a dmmbeai 
Ofemptiruess rose 
Up the mountain 

When (.tie spirit called 
1 descended 
Hie flickering 

My path leading tiown miLil hr came. 
The one who hurls bodies inn:- 1 1 m - r \\< w 
Thr thief of (arms 

When the spirit called 

1 d etc ended 
Toward shapes 
Or infturL whiteness 

When the spirit called 
I docended 

Behind the gates of gold 

My shadow chanted: 

When the grain 
Separates in mi tin- husk, 

When- the horizon's edge 
Skim lhr >urfacc off the earth 
You will die 

When spirit called 
I descended 


I neared the sacred tree, 
Whrrr the sea gathers itself 


111 Lo graprvi i h w 

Alld stone is prrwifl 
Into emerald 

When the spirit rolled 
I descended 
Toward* windmills 
That wen" turned 
Hy gusts of the -rk-;dcl 


I descended 
And Han : 

Every 5 hnuse on earth 
Has :L double somewhere 

V 1 , ||>, S| -i ■ i II I -V .1 I .ill in. 
And why did I came? 

You who taught me 
How iu empty 
My body of Em blood. 

Let it flow like pun: silk 

When the Spirit railed 
I descended 
To witness the rile 
Of washing the tidies 
E saw theme who washed 
111 read a needle 
Through the vertebrae. 
Send guide 11 i Kills 
Through every joint 


1 h> nQ.U |Hill the rope lighter., 

O spirit* 

For l do not know my new no me 
Do mu draw near lu me 
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LW I do not know 
the color in which 
] might blossom 

No one has ever 
k i vca N-hH i hi: drawer 
Where they have hidden 
My memories* 

Or shown me how 
To lint I them. 

All I dnn"l know 
How memory survives. 
h ic in the shape of a pi 11 ? 
Is ir a lir|iLi5d, n vapor? 

Du ihh draw clear to me, 
Fu tr J cannot mid 

The alphabet icnipli 

And oh spirit 
[ have never rrtet wiLli 
The priest tnediiating, 
Silting like a lion 

Here is my others 
Tlie I who awaits me 
Hy the of gold 
I or a moment 
She- practices 
My movernerLts 
My walk 

Hie coni - of my ■voice 
^ ly c l ies 


Spirit* 

1 1 hi only ; 1 1 l Instant 
She mimes me: 


I the diLld. the mother, the spouse 
She awaits me 
At tlw gates of gold 

HoWingSL I’Htf 3 lJLIl':L 

Of-silvery rinses 

I know now 

How the chair cakes (he shape 
OP be who sits ith it. 

And live river 
The form of 
A Ijlkll 


O Spirit 

Why prepare 
The Ionis coach 
By line gaLes of gold? 

Why send me messengers? 

Ah, I si n: i hem ?wctp 
The pat h before me 
With long rubes of tinder 

Spirit, I deseend, us ever, 

Before the messenger! 

Cover me with cinder, 

Before they drink 
fmm azure cups 

And to tlie heavens 
Raise them 

Spirit, do they call me? 

Co they chain my new name? 

LlsLen, Spirit, 

While f descend In those 
Who worship the poison spears, 
Who celebrate Lin . 1 riles of spears, 
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Who pin ni^ them i mo smoke> 

And n\ i^“ them in heavrn 

To purify them. Ah why. 

Why do they ever Ibrgje them? 

SjMrit, is this why 
I forj>ei 
How I walked 
Hcnv I thoughl? 

And oh what was my name;? 

Do they chant £ new name ftar me? 
Or are tliL-sr i lit- luirienis 
Of d row: nert Bailors? 

Spirit,, 

!>^i they chum 
a new name for me? 

Or is this a dream 
of ^.ane other rites? 

Those of die Fistiermen 
Crowned with thorns 
Who sing my drraims 
At Lhe gaLes of gnJd? 

An other I 
Becknnn to me 


She smiles. 

And a! I he of gold 

SFfce wriLc!H my pwni 
And recites it to mr: 
Now the it rain sc par all's 
From ihf husk 
Now the earth fail* 


behind lhe ^ates of gold 
T ace a house identical 


To mine., its windows 
Bartered by ihc winds 

Of my firsi life 
And I my myself 
As j nysri f 
Writing (his fjQLTti. 

My books disperser] 

Here aiwl there in a mom 
Identical 1 q any mnnn 
Ah, and I hear 
My ink 
Spill in regret 
Of my first life 


Tmfiitetei! by Frfii Maflrfkmf with iVir- WJ&nr. 


The Returning Spirits 


We are I ho Mink [hat keep coming tart (u flic «und 

of something beating in the background 

Our jAewtrt i* Time kicking j soccer tall around the luu-kvai-d 

Wo ane the salvor tip ofthe Wind man 1 *cane 

advancingthrough the wide Courtyard of dreams 

before Jii?( lapping litOk’s 

Who flue could plunge 

into file naked sea at dusk, like drops 

of water sliding down a shower curtain? 

^\i' are the hunger of a whole nan mi 
thal crystallizes i ll :l crumb of morning toast 
at the corner of your open mouth— nh, 
you may i hink that morsel falls by itself, 
wf sttalch it away so lightly 
Alld ever so lightly 

we Hy away before rite dus( we stirred tip 

lias a i bailee to set lie, and the: swarm of ants arrives, 

ushering in tin,; next famine 

We arc die hand that passes 0111 the rich slices 
when you celebrate anolher invisjljJe city 
carved up like a rake 

Before you can unseal the month of (he jar 
we have already inhaled the stream of honey, 
and that state of intoxication is golden 

Ur: are that sense of recoil that tightens your gut 
when something >'0« glimpsed in your childhood 
springs hack unexpectedly, like a striped Cal 
houndi ng into t J ie neigh lx ir * garde11 
We are lire current you swim through when you sleep, 
the hieroglyph you mala 1 when you stretch yrntr limbs 
at dawn, atn.l the horizon engulfs vou 

Are (hr key that turns in the luck of your house. 



that clink you hearhc&re you wake (o find 

you r deepest secret gone out 

stuffed in a d»jl no bigger than our link: finger 

We hr 1 Lhat hum in your car LhaL always sowndn 
I hi. 1 same; serene, a chant so distant 
youTl never gei it oiu of your head 

/ We alone know that yellow imn 

are the sun’s messengers, gently alighting 

id (each you the alchemy of earth 

When i Ik \m\m is sliced hi halfWre the only ones 

Lhat hear die bitter moaning a** 1 1n- fruit ili-i omposes, 

facedown in a didt on ihe kilrhen table 

And do you know tliat under his bronze helmet 

the bee smiles u* lie surb Hie blossom dry 

before he Sim from (Ik flowerbed—we do 

We are that long bne that forms ac dusk 
ilnuiy the horizon., wIlcii llic galaxies gallop away 
like The Wild a ri i rm I ^ they are luged h:t we tn rn 
the sky's kaJeidi^ope until ii Mrs your horoscope 

We are the spirit of the thing that's shattered 
whfil you claptoo loudly* Lhe essence d' the breath 
that pours away before you can cup your hand 
Lo someone's ear and whisper (he impossible 
But when love emerges oli a wave ofsound 
we leap 131 ecstasy, borne up by the music we know 
win turn hack to the hissing Ida m of static So sleep on 
in your heavy wool Nanket$ h curled up like polar bears 
hibernating in snug hollows, we are dial red flare 
of die fox'* bushy tin I and the shimmering fur 
of the wolf that darts beh ind your eyelids We 
are the white-hot bulb burning Lnswi- the; projector 

tVilgeni as the delicious aroma of your morning 

OoflfeCp or (he kis* on the cheek before 

you leave Jbr work, we arc i he nimbus around 
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each precious m&ment* before that moment dissolves 
L^tcr. as I hi- sEhiw gooqoii of smoke from your rig-arene 
ris*'s over your roc king chair, and you stun: at the ceiling 
as- if your liiLf were eternal wearing—(bars 
when we liiiricr across the border of your vision 


And when we wrap your body with our misty scents, 

suddenly you withdraw in fear 

like humiliated iRggars 

Generations of you were bom loo Late 

Like autumn leaves turning ill I In - w ind before 

they fall to earthy you gaze ai you r empty hands, 

dL^ nJiMtateJy^ Lhen drift away 

on a gtitft 1 1 kidi siris up die past of another life 

I"hat shadow you arc born with we spread on the- ground, 
lifce a blanket for die baby In play with his- toys 

When thirst uumyour c up into a bottomless pit 
we ei re what swirln in the wine, tin- dervish of desire 

Between you and ns are glassy stones that horses vomit 

as they carry you on the bridges of pain Our procession 

is a glos& cm yours, though we ]iart ac the river 

where a narrow footbridge suspends the rush of your Jives 

Obscure as the flicker of i II um L nation 

that allows us lo linger in God’s shadow 

we pinpoint the hasse, and even 


long after the sun has gome down. Dawn 
is ill waiting for us in her secret chamber 

When you try to explain tlie way things are 
've pay careful attention to your tongue's gyrations, 
wailing Jbr the opening in die conversation 
when wc can breathe something into your ear 
that sounds like the murmur of Jasc nights dltam 
And ifyour hninterous laughter steals over the room, 
we're the ihief LhaL carricH. ir ml T 
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down the cort idor We plant the seed of yourjoke 
in a flowerpot nexL duor^ and wail for i hi- Mlix'ikl 
r -'-irsc to blossom from your neighbors month 

Who else remem Imts huw to miff yon r pillows 

with jii^t otiough cotton to keep rlic elders 

turning over in (heir deep., hut not so much 

as to mufile < he sol is of a chi id And when your mot her 

wakey up coughing, wmndnring why her throat 

si iJ I gei h .^i dry in the middle of (lie night, (hose yame 

pillows u ill cradle her head when shr lies back down 

We are the doubts that flow through, the cracks in your 
argn mcru , 

the eyes lhal study you a* they would a paindllg 
propped in a sit [ i ng room tven when ym i r aura 
turns incandeacenl as the colors uf a Persian carpel, 
w? can hear your fights announcing ihe dawn, and louder 
than movers the sound goes on forever 
We are the footnote (hai^ never beneath your regard;, 
the sober reminder th&t pLLtTCLurre (he swelling image 

Poetk images shift like thieves, forever trying 
U> recite the Koran a opening chapter while children play 
their music So the menu 1 1 keep-, blowing Hm-oke 
until the cards axe reshuffled in a Greek lavema 

We are the martyr* blood lIi-llL flows unnlaunched 
over the city, bleeding i h rough the clouds 
whenever I tie horizon unravels its layers uf gauze 
and thi: sun shines Like the countenance of S, ^iint, 
ur the gouged bark of an LLlicient tree 
hisLhed in the &ap nf ii.s own precious ointment 
Though why the rivers foam seems to drag behind 
the dark surge cl iLs current, <kt the slender palm tree 
casts no shark wv, arc deepening shades of our mystery 

Who kiioss^ what would fall from the overcast sky 
il w^e weren't attuned to the slightest discordance 



wheal one kind of music eclipses AJUOcIlct 
hill should we engrave your Jiitu a on a walriulfc hnsi* 
only l hi" anls wiJ] be able to crack the; code 
lb stand at the very threshold of poetryV 
feverish pilch, as if you could hear Lhe flapping 
nd ethereal wingl, on the verge of pM»M out 
■us you enter i he; source of your native longue^ 
where the dbktls are I lib k asjunple fronds 
Arid just before the Hound ol'dull chanting resumes 
lila; drizzle OH a sidewalk, noli" the sunJioweT ? H 
blazing mouth, and that Jbot-hasin of roae-peLSils 


What can't hi* seen is already Stretching toward you, 
like 4t black caL on a ledge What makes yon look up 
from rhe purm are paws scratching against the glass 


What murids like someone kicking a soccer hall 
around the backyard must he that sheikh 


Timdaitii ij Oem^s Aaftjpns with tfanulkpr, 


About Time 


Jl : s A haul liiiic, t i rm.- 
Tim we fish the sea Ibr coral 
And our mew form emerges 

II* about lime that wc 

Kept pace with the speed of the pulse 

Throbbing at our wrists 

Time that the breath like a gust 
□four ancestors filled the room 
And soothed our hurniiiffcheekjs 

And when I lie time comes 
That ou r grieFis hung up to dry 
From tine lace oJ the clifT 
Shepheivts will point out 
The trickling it ream 
Arid drink in its meaning 
As they wonder: H h it true 
That tin" time has come'? 1? 

And when lbe time comes, how 
Will v*g row across the lluwera 
Wiih only the wind for oars 

The jinn have been known to implore: 
’Tt’s time you (depart tor thi- mountains 
Where villagers wjjl provide 
Nnthing bul the pure smw 
Of happiness Lo cup in ynur I ms 
And before ymi can say, “Is il true 
T he t iim- i* aL hard?" alas, that 
Village has melted through your fingers 


Hi.i'iV. when it rains, rvery day 
And Our headstone h darken die hour 
Will westlEd at the brink, li^ccning 
To ihc crackle of our recallectkmj! 
Heaped Like brushwood lor ihe fire 
llurniruj in i\m- dusk behind usr 1 

While hour of the day will ii he 
When we enter the book, walking 
Toward what is not >'£[ written 
As its pages unfurl 
1 -ike l he swell of parallel rivers 
Isolated in time by nothing 
B ug the narrow bank of the spine 


The jinn have been known LO Say: 
!,s ' I I if l ime lor leaving has arrived, 

Cio in the doping light 

That poLim from Heav^rik hillsides 
Rejoice like the limbi of the tree 
Triumphing over the storm!* 3 

When will the softer hour strike 
Thai is- now and Eirever heart I 
As the i rui (Tied approa* h 
Ofour mother, asking 
In a puzzled ^oke: '"Who left 
This window open in the ruirt?^ 

Ftcim the rivulet* ofonr palms 
Water runs between 
Two ablutions.. 

Arid our polluted blood 
Seethes with a tropical tor 
U hi ti i he eye becomes an island 
In the middle of die open sea 


The jinn have been heard to sayt 
‘Join 11ft in the forest, in the nielli 
Illuminated by nothing but die glow 
Of small muons whine beams will never 
Blind you when we flicker through 
The vn.mc tree* of your dream!'" 

'[’he hour will, descend when we fall 
Asleep on our right sides, and emptiness 
Aba iiihinH everything it haft in do 
Willicolor— sol write 
While ilie pain is still ri|X' 

On our righl sides, pressure 
Turning ns Inwards the searing 
Sensation ol'lhc sun 
Entering the mom where we lie 
Curled up in our second birth 

We remember die furnirure 

Our fathers threw away 

And how if piled up behind tluni 

The pain on the l ight-hand side 
Remains in my l ight hand 
And the words themselves seem to ache 
In the sanu L direilion whenever 1 wriie 
“Il\ time!" The pain 

Persists like wafting tip 
On the dark side of the bed 
Every day, unlil the family 
llnldly disperses, again 

Now the dead seal their doors 
While Lhf living sit in porcelain jars 
Cion ruing Lhe days till a crack 
Appears, and tlie waters of death 
Darken like a strip of dyed cotton 



Iii Mack letter* I write 

“Ids about time,," and 

The calm chat rooms otct my body 

Is how i hrT d usk will descend 

As dm song, nent cirne 

^Thr lime: will c.qttvt. for Eulk 
Intimate as the trees in the night 
Talking ilmm^li their brandies 
\\ hen we: howl co each uriler ]jke wolves 
Straining our necks in die n\ghi air 
And dtiil time v. ill spring I:■.id; 

Like a [wig where the smaller bircb 
I Jke to hop up and down 
One second ac a time* 

I listen to the jinn 
SitlgitlR of return^ as if 
My I me* were equations 
Gnrrespond i ng to vectors of Light 

Where the hnrdcrs of our homeland 

Finally add up 

While I waa writing thispocm 

A jin ill opened the .^ reen door- 
Between two verses- 
And another came after him 
Dow n chat corridor that keeps 
Friending between the words 
“It’s about” and “time" 

1 Sj 3lowed diem to the mouLh 

Of a grotto that was lit 

From m (mewherc behind this poem 

Where a white horse w^s dri I I Ir; I tig 

Ruffling the sheet of water 

As- he whinnied through Jib nostrila 

And [ saw cllt ripples of Llie current 
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Fold and unfold in lines of verse 
Turning hack on tbcmxcLvei 
Ui'iiil the image tT Lhjejiim 
Was mirrored in the very water 
Hi: lapped wkh his longue 
And I drank ac all in 
As if l he pack of waive* 

Might scatter to lire margins 
Of the white grotto in my poem 

So I left the phrase “iL is about 1 * 
And left ""time” until 
I couldn't hear myself think 
Then lire doors of the sun 
Blazed open, and 1 he eart h 
Was already warm, acid brick-red 


Iffmdaffdbj f'rf-'jriV iuaiqpm with thtm$' 


Square is Jerusalem 


G dome. 

aliroudii^g live bedouin 

fleeing 

shaking dust fimin r li?'i r 
and like Insect.^ 
taking wing. 

O [tight 

that transmutes bees into bate! 

May the vault f hT i he rosinnH 
d rap down' 

may the bell uJ' the l-hhiJ chime! 
Thus we proclaim 
the Resurrection! 

The Resurrection! 

Death is strakipg shoulders, 
Death is hunching over, 
Death is stammering! 

No daylight p«el rales ilie night. 
No night penetrates the day. 

Who it propagating 
cancel upon camel 

in the desert? 

Whose womm are spreading 
in I hick tresses; 
in madness? 

Whose hnnea a i t 5 : gknvj ng 
in the shadows, 
smoking blue hire? 


No Limbi fight wolves. 

Bedouin of He]] 
worship vrtHtten adorae*! 
wit h hin] r (ormrrLtH. 

Woe to Hell 
hs LlJi its bedouin! 

W nr. m the Jinn 
l hauling under my balcony* 
plu gging down wells 
LirnJ lapping honey! 

1 say: 

^Square i s Jenisiikm; 
round is my sou I for you!” 

You Sciy: 

’Thfire’la :i bell chiming? 

I [elp. Help! 

Dn you hear the dead muiirhiuK ruols, 
their fingers twitching 
in their graves* 
towards the Lord? 11 

I say: 

:t I>o you hear 

my pulse 

in the nearby village?” 

You say: 

"OhE 

Fire is blazing 

ilk die Ihdito of the mountain gcats! 1h 

You tailed i ri+* 

and I did not answer. 

I didn't! 
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I say: 

‘Lock! 

A bird Rplics (he >ky 
into you 
and J 

TWo unaltainrd Longings are we. 
We d if between 
two RLairs; 
we sleep in 
a shattered jar 
OH! 

Two ulUilLiiru’d Jongings art we, 


When ahall we 

drift together 
like a wailing dime/ 
Whisper like evil spi t ics 
in b&oka? 

WJien shall we transmigrate 
row upon row? 

Now Llie bedouin 
[ear mu Their longues! 

Now the Ji iin shake piiin 
Jruti Lheir heels] 

Let hhlury 
aom e 

in ritlrcs ofddirium! 


Lei the tavenisufourears 
ignite! 

Let the peacocks of joy 
tome 
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mbd enGjM their heads 
wiih iI ih b : carpets of their tails, 
chanting thn Verses of Merry, 

Kt rutting proudly 
at dawn, 

our secrets rucked under their wings- 
I say: 

“Square i-i Jerusalem; 
round U my soul for you!” 

O two-horned one! 

What human boras chase you? 

O two-homed otieE 
Granl me resurreclion 
without numbers, 
levels 
or rnlnrst 

0 two-horned one! 

Blessed is ukhi-my. 
the craft of kiiig^ 
thai brings you I tack 
to me! 

And curses, 

CUFSCS upon burning 
with hard hearts, 
who eat no bread 
nor plant*. 

See! 

This is my hand 
that thrown ho]en 
of hearts! 

A nd this is wet sand 
in my hand. 

Is your death 
close, 


O Love? 

See! 

Iti my b.irht i$ n fruit 
with mi H'i'ii. 
h your rebirth near, 

0 Love? 

Like a maichstick bum, 
thus bedouin bleed!, 
They heel oner 
like saJIbufiLg 
They drown 
In Lhr: dark. 

I say; 

“Square is Jerusalem; 
round is my soul for yon! 71 

WlieLher hi the F.asl 
of matter 
nr Lis West, 

it 1:5- you. 

[ji abodes of the gods, 
or human homes* 
it is you. 

And my verier, is seepi ng, 
ant-like, 
through space, 
toward you, 

Let warfare rage 
Lind the writings of nallon* 
l>e erased. 

Footnote: 

“O Grandma, 
why do you wep 
before Lht* Mediterranean reed 
and chant: 
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*If ynu sra \hc funeral -cortege, 
arise ! 1 
Let me he! 

I shall bring along my garden's tre-r^. 
niy Lable a nd my chair 
And frum itty grave, 
each morning shall I rise-, 
water my trees,, 
write my words, 
and say my prayer." 


'/tdjtiidfeif h An'ir.'j C. fprftngwui ihfmffwr. 
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